land was swarming with Gestapo agents. I decided to try
France. The people in Prague sent me to Koche. He's
one of them.

'He's been an amazing friend. I arrived here without
a penny, and he's given me clothes and kept me for
nothing every since. But I can't run any more. I have no
money and Koche can't give me any, for he has none
himself. That wife of his owns the place, and it's all he
can do to persuade her to let me stay, I offered to work,
but she wouldn't have that. She's jealous of him and likes
to have a hold over him. I should get away. It's dangerous
here now. A few weeks back we heard that a Gestapo
agent had been sent into France. It's amazing the way
they ferret things out. When you are being hunted you
develop an extra sense. You begin to feel when there's
danger. I've managed to change my appearance a good
deal, but I think I have been identified. I think, too, that
I have spotted the agent they sent. But he won't act until
he's sure. My only chance is to bluff him. You took me
off my guard. For a moment I thought I had made a
mistake. Koche had put you down as a petty crook.' He
shrugged. *I don't know what you are, Vadassy, but what
I've told you is the truth. What are you going to do?'

I looked at him. 'Frankly, I don't know/ I said. *I
might have believed this story except for one thing. You
didn't explain why the fact of their finding out that your
name was Schimler should make your position very much
worse. If they couldn't force you to return when they
knew you as Czissar, why should they be able to do so
when they had found your real name?'

His eyes were on mine; I saw the corners of his mouth
twitch. It was the only hint of emotion he had betrayed.
His voice when he replied was flat and toneless.
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